On a Cold Winter's Night 


Author: midnight_moonlight 


Bands: Foo Fighters 


Characters: Dave Grohl, Taylor Hawkins 


Relationships: V/A 
Rating: Adult 
Genre: [Slash] 


Updated: Sat Dec 24 201b 22:53:55 GMT-0500 (Eastern Standard Time) 


On a Cold Winter's Night 


Christmas was coming and there was only one way he was going to be able to afford a gift for Taylor. 


Standing outside of the pawn shop, Dave looked down at the battered guitar case in his hand. To pawn the black 
acoustic guitar was breaking his heart. Other than Taylor, music was the only thing he had. The only thing that 
kept him going. But he'd do anything for his lover. 


The pawn shop looked as run down as the area it was in. The window was filled with pieces of peoples lives; 
phones, computers, musical instruments. All of them looking for new homes so that people could pay debts or 


bills or, like Dave, pay for Christmas. 


A man who looked much younger than Dave stood in a bullet proof kiosk. He watched Dave walk in, eyes 


narrowing as the dark haired man closed in on him. The scent of old sweat and desperation hung in the air. 
Standing before the kiosk, Dave lifted the case and opened it, showing the man the guitar. "Want to pawn this." 


The man looked it up and down. His white shirt had a few suspicious stains and his peeling name tag read 


"Shawn". He grunted before looking back to Dave. 


"Give you twenty for it" 
Dave felt his heart sink. "What?! Do you know how much | paid for this? Do you know what it means to me?" 


The man snorted and jutted his chin towards the rest of the dilapidated shop. "Do you know how much the 
rest of the stuff in this shop once meant to people? Don't you think they mourned having to hand their goods 
over so that they could pay their rent? Twenty and that's my final offer." 


Dave signed and snapped the lid shut. A small door opened beneath the glass and, with a heavy heart, Dave slid 
the guitar through. 


Like the rest of the country, the economy hadn't been kind to Richmond, Virginia. Mass unemployment had torn 
through the city like a tornado, leaving economic causalities in its wake. Where once Dave would have had no 
problem picking up construction or music work, he now eked out a living busking on the streets. But even that 
had now been taken from him and he doubted that the welfare checks would last much longer. Those checks 


may have barely covered the rent and bills but they would be missed when they finally dried up. 


Unlike Dave, Taylor had no trade to speak of. A pretty trust fund baby from the West Coast, his family had 
cut him off when he'd shacked out up with that "suspicious looking Grohl". Those three words had shattered 
Dave's heart more times than the abject poverty had. To think that people could still be so narrow minded 
wounded him, tearing at the very fabric of his being. For a while, he'd debated cutting his hair and having the 
tattoos removed if only so that Taylor could see his family again 


With the twenty stuffed into the pocket of his old black jeans, Dave began the long walk back to their battered 


little apartment. He didn't even have change for the bus, let alone the money to buy and run a car. 


Taylor looked at himself in the barber's dusty, cracked mirror. "And you pay a dollar an inch, right?" 


At his right shoulder stood an elderly man who looked as though he'd been cutting hair since time began A 
pair of well kept scissors were clutched in his wizened hand. "That's right, sir. You have about thirty inches of 


usable hair." 


Taylor nodded and noted how a few strands of his dark blonde hair had escaped the ponytail. They fell over his 
eyes and briefly reminded him of what he was set to do. 


The barber's shop was located in a rundown area of the city. It was flanked by a pawn shop and a late night 
liquor store. The alley between the three shops and the cheap motel was well known as a place to pick up 


cheap prostitutes. 


Taylor looked around the small shop and sighed. A few threadbare Christmas decorations dangled from the 


ceiling and the chair he sat on was old and creaky. He glanced in the mirror and in to the man's rheumy blue 


eyes. 
"Do it," he murmured. 


He'd met Dave ten years ago. At the time, Taylor had been the drummer for a touring band. On a stop over in 
Richmond, he'd heard a husky voice drifting from a bar. It had been singing the most beautiful version of 
"Blackbird" that he'd ever heard. Despite being teetotal, Taylor had stepped in to the bar and fallen in love with 


the lone man on the stage. 


His family had disapproved of Dave and called the gentle, tattooed giant "an unstable delinquent". Dave, of 
course, was nothing of the kind, his dark, doe eyes filled with love instead of hate. Despite Taylor's defence of 
Dave, his family had cut him off and disowned him. That had been nearly ten years ago. Eight and a half years 
later, the economy had gone in to turmoil. Jobs had disappeared overnight and the markets had plummeted. 
With no one able to afford concert tickets, Taylor's band had folded. For the first time in his life, he was 
without money. But he wasn't without hope. 


Tears misted his eyes as he watched the barber slowly cut through his hair. But, like his love for Dave, it 


would grow once more. 


Snow was beginning to dust the ground as Dave entered the department store. It was the place where the 
discounts were deep for those whose pockets were shallow. With twenty dollars and some change, Dave was 
determined to get Taylor something that he wanted. Not something he needed but something that he would 


truly love and treasure. Something that would remind him of Dave every time that he saw it. 


He wandered down the hair care aisle. One thing that Taylor had wanted for a while was a new hairdryer. 
Theirs had burned out over a year ago and Dave knew that Taylor had been saving their nickels and dimes to 


buy another. But those nickels and dimes soon disappeared when the bills came through. 


Dave took one from the shelf and turned the box over in his hands. While it wasn't exactly the one that he'd 
like to get Taylor, it was one that would get the job done. The price tag read $1995 and Dave smiled softly to 
himself. Perfect. 


He loved Taylor so much that it hurt. Every moment that Dave was away from his lover broke his heart. The 
hairdryer, as simple as it was, was a token of the affection that he felt for the other man. 


As he walked to the cashier, Dave thought over what he was going to do next. He needed to make music and 
he debated going to the bar he frequently played at. Maybe Old Pete or Smoky Joe would loan him a guitar 
until he could buy another. Maybe the bar had some repair work that he could do. Anything to get them 
through the cold winter months. 


The cashier eyed him warily, no doubt taking in the long hair and scruffy beard and making an instant 


assumption Dave gave her a sweet smile and laid the box on the counter. 
"Want it gift wrapping?” she asked. 


Dave nodded. "That would be great, thanks." 


It had taken two buses to get Taylor to the store he wanted to visit. Standing before the brightly decorated 
window, he stared at the array of instruments and equipment inside. Fairy lights twinkled and and Christmas 
ornaments were hung from every available space. Beyond them, he could see a Christmas tree and people 
wearing Santa hats. The faint sound of festive music trickled from behind the glass. 


Drawing in a breath of the city's crisp, winter air, Taylor walked in to the shop. The Christmas music was a 
little louder and the walls were lined with every thing that he'd used in his previous life. He pulled his thin coat 
a little tighter to his slender body and made his way to the guitar department. 


Dave had needed new strings and picks for as long as Taylor could remember. The guitar was sounding dull and, 
with it, he could see the light in Dave's soul fading. And once that light had died, then the world around them 
would die, too. Dave lived for music. It ran through his blood, raw and hot. There was never a moment when 


that man wasn't thinking about music. 


Taylor's fingers found the two crumpled notes in his pocket. There was enough for two packs of strings and 
some picks. He wished that he had a little more so that he could buy a brand that would last a little longer. 


He paid for his gifts and, with them tucked in the store's bag, Taylor began the long, cold walk home. He'd had 


enough change to go one way on the bus. For now, he'd have to chance a walk in the dark. 


The apartment was sparsely furnished with the bare minimum of furniture. Thin rugs lay on bare wooden 
floors. There were holes beneath the windows that let in the chilled, winter air. The fridge was just as bare as 
apartment. That evening's meal would be bread and cereal, barely enough to sustain two full grown men in the 


depths of winter. 


Dave sat on the sagging couch with a blanket pulled around his shoulders. His gift sat beside their excuse for a 
Christmas tree; bare branches that had fallen from a tree and which had been lovingly decorated with a 


neighbour's discarded ornaments. 


He heard the door open and, with it, came a blast of icy air. He shivered and pulled the blanket tighter around 
himself. 


"Dave?" 

"On the couch," he called back. 

Dave smiled as Taylor walked in. The younger man was wrapped up as best he could be and there was a bobble 
hat pulled down over his ears. Getting to his feet, Dave wrapped his arms, and the blanket, around Taylor and 
pressed kisses to his cold face. 


‘I've missed you," he murmured. 


He felt the blonde man melt beneath his touch. "Missed you, too.” There was a pause before Taylor extricated 
himself from Dave's grasp. He held up the small black bag. "Got you a gift.” 


Dave's smile widened and he took the bag from Taylor, his heart melting as he looked at his lover's earnest 
expression. Opening the bag, Dave peered inside and felt his heart both soar and break at the same time. In the 
bottom lay two sets of guitar strings and a bag of the bright yellow picks that he used. 


"I love them," he said. He only just managed to hold it together as he pulled Taylor close and gave the younger 
man a love-filled kiss. "Thank you so much for thinking of me. You didn't have to.’ 


His lover pulled away and smiled at him. "| did. | love you, Dave, and you deserve a little happiness at this time 
of the year. God only knows we don't have a lot of it at this time." Dave watched as Taylor's gaze drifted 


passed him and to the empty guitar stand in the corner. "Say, where is your guitar?" 


Dave sighed and lowered his head. He placed the small bag on the rickety table and picked up Taylor's wrapped 
gift. He held it out to the other man 


"I sold it so that | could buy your gift," he softly replied. "But I'm going to get another. I'm going to go to the 
bar and see if anyone has one that | can borrow for a while." Despite the pain in his soul, Dave managed to 
smile softly. "Thank you, baby, for thinking of me. | really appreciate it" He held the gift wrapped box out to 
Taylor. "This is for you. Merry Christmas, my darling." 


He wasn't surprised when Taylor tore in to the gift wrap. In a matter of seconds, there was a small snowdrift 


of paper on the floor. But the smile that had been on Taylor's face slowly fell as he looked at the hairdryer. 
"Oh, Dave," he murmured. "Oh, Dave, I'm so sorry." 
Dave frowned. "What's wrong? Is the wrong one?" 


Taylor looked up at him and Dave could see heartbreak in his lover's beautiful eyes. Slowly Taylor shook his 


head. 


"No, it's perfect. It's just-" Taylor sighed and placed the box back on the table. He pushed the hat from his 


head and Dave felt tears prickle his eyes. 


Where there had once been waves of long, blond hair there was now a neat, almost professional looking haircut. 


Reaching out, Dave ran his hand over Taylor's head. 
"I sold it," Taylor said. "For a dollar an inch so that | could afford your gift. Dave, I'm so sorry." 


"There's nothing to be sorry about. Nothing at all" He reached out and pulled Taylor close. "I'm sorry that it 
had to come to this. For both of us. You don't deserve this. You don't deserve a little ramshackle apartment 
with a dude who can't afford to look after you properly.” 


Taylor's arms tightened around his waist. "lm a grown man, Dave. | can make my own choices. | can decide who 
to be with. And | want to be with you. Ramshackle apartment and all. My old life wasn’t me. This is me. Being 


loved by someone who has nothing but love to give." 


Dave smiled softly and rested his head on top of Taylor's. "I love you so fuckin’ much, Hawkins. I'm sorry that 
it's taken this - us selling our worldly possessions - for me to see that. | don't need anything, or anyone, else 
to make my life complete." He paused before curling a finger beneath Taylor's chin and turning the other man's 


eyes to his own “Will you use it when your hair grows back?" 


The younger man smiled up at him and gave him the gentlest of kisses. "You know | will." 


Just like the rest of the apartment, their bed was nothing to write home about. Curled beneath the layers of 
blankets, Taylor lay with his head on Dave's broad chest. His dark haired lover had an arm draped around his 
shoulders, holding Taylor close as they listened to the singers out in the city. Voices drifted on the breeze, 
singing of goodwill to all men and peace on Earth. Both were things that were desperately needed at that 


moment. 


Yet, despite their poverty, Taylor knew that they already had both. The little apartment, as battered and 
broken as it was, was a place that was filled with love, acceptance, and an abundance of goodwill. Like so many 
others, they'd believed that material goods were a measure of their love. Instead, all they'd needed was what 


already lived in one another's hearts. 


